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Summary: John and Linda have known each other since they were just six years old, and they've been through it all. However, with the Covenant invading yet another colony, the UNSC has deployed everyone; refusing to surrender the planet. Can John learn to cover up his feelings, or will they finally come to the forefront of his thought?





	1. High Hopes

The scene was grim, already there were fires that stretched for miles; the tell-tale sign of an unstoppable alien force sweeping across a once lush, and vibrant colony planet; Hakkan Prime. They had received the distress call three days ago, all available ships were to respond immediately, no matter their status. FLEETCOM had emphasized that the UNSC needed a win against the Covenant badly, morale was spiraling out of control and volunteers for the UNSC Marine Corps and ODST programs were dwindling just as fast. The UNSC Arthedain had been one of the first in the system, long range scanners confirmed a moderate fleet of Covenant carriers and cruisers. Immediately the UNSC ships were engaged , corvettes were targeted first and melted away; whole ships crushed under the might of the Plasma turrets equipped on each hostile cruiser. Finally, the fight had become fair when the ships who had responded arrived, Admiral Taka and the 4th Fleet. Taking the helm, the Admiral had launched a successful counter-volley of accurate fire, rupturing the hulls of many of the light attack craft fielded by the covenant.

Captain Hullmund of the Arthedain sat in his chair, watched the displays as they rotated from the fight in space, and the fight on the ground. He had decided it best to order all his available troops to begin the landings early, whilst the UNSC still had the upper hand in space. Only now he was coming to regret it.

"Sir it's only been fifty-four minutes since our troops received hostile contact. We shouldn't already be worrying ourselves with the evacuation plans. We have sent down the Spartans along with the ODSTs, I think we will be fine for the time being. Let it play out a little longer." said Wyla, the ships A.I.

The Captain just shook his head, eyes now fixated upon the center display. It was an overlook of a raging battle. The Marines had dug into the outskirts of Hayden, the planet's capital city. They had orders to stop any and all covenant from moving forth into the city limits until the extraction teams had evaced with the remaining civilians. So far it was going well, but now it didn't seem so. Watching the display he could see the slow, but evident proof that his Marines were losing ground; too much ground.

"Come on Spartans, where are you?" he muttered to himself, anxiety saturating his tone.

The light slowly broke through the field of black. A pounding began to follow as Linda opened her eyes fully, taking in the scene in front of her. She was leaning against a tattered concrete wall for support; her vision was just as fuzzy as her memory. She need to stand up, she needed to get her bearings; she could hear the sounds of gunfire fading into her ears. She braced her hand on the wall, and began to lift herself up slowly; but to no avail as she was brought back to the ground. She reached over, and noticed there she had restricted movement on her right side; where all the pain was coming from.

"Keep firing! Don't stop until you're out of ammo!' shouted a familiar voice.

Linda blinked her eyes, wiping out the last of the blur. She looked around rapidly at the people lying around her, she could see Marines and ODST's alike laying in small pools of their own blood. She saw a small corpsman slinking from body to body administering aid if they were conscious and breathing. She was focused on the scene of the small woman wrapping up a man with a plasma burned face, when suddenly her concentration was broken. A titanium knee slammed into the ground right in front of her, a hand slowly followed as it braced the weight of the body from falling into the dirt.

Linda slowly rolled her eyes over the dirty and defeated figure. She remembered immediately that it was one of her fellow Spartans; John. She looked down at her Heads up Display on the inside of her Helmet, for his vitals. She saw that his vitals were getting dangerously low, and were blinking on borderline cardiac arrest. Trying to move Linda still couldn't reach out to him, but she still completed her visual inspection of him and his armor. His visor was caked in mud, his visibility gone. She could hear the labored breathing echoing from within his helmet. John was still on his knee, but he had to place one hand over a sharp pain around his ribs, that was sapping the strength from his resolve to fight. Blood and gel were oozing through his clamped fingers, running down his dirt splattered gauntlets. He flexed his shoulders and attempted to get onto his feet but the pain must have been to great; he sat unmoved.

Finally able to find the strength she reached out her hand, a line of support. Inching closer to his right gauntlet, she called to him. "John, come here. You're hurt."

John's visor was caked with mud but under it all there had to be a crack; and breach in his armor's seal, he knew it had to be there. The covenant were slowly surrounding them; he was the only one that had the will to return fire at them. But some lucky Elite had struck him with a few lances of white hot plasma; he could feel the warm blood through his gloves. He glanced over one last time at Linda to see that she had stretched her hand out for him, he armored finger tips on his right forearm. He could hear her calling something to him, but he shrugged it off knowing that if she was awake, then she was fine; he hastily looked around for a weapon, anything would work. He found what he was looking for; next the mangled body of an ODST was an MA5B assault rifle, which had obviously seen better days. He reloaded the rifle with a metallic clunk as the magazine was seated, and checked his side, the bleeding had started to coagulate after the wound had been exposed to the layer of gel under his plating. It had wounded him so badly that it had knocked the wind out of him, spinning him like a top and dropping him down to the ground.

He looked over at Linda, studying her visor. He wished he could see her face again, that beautiful fiery red hair, that seemed to effortlessly cascade over her shoulders, or her piercing green eyes, her slender; yet muscularly toned body. He had sudden flashbacks to when he was younger and would often find himself staring at her from a distance. The feelings that had festered within him, that at first bothered him; soon turned into something far greater and exhilarating than he had ever imagined. He _knew_ what the feeling was, but it was something that didn't need to be said aloud; for fear that it might change things for the worse.

He propped himself upon one knee, feeling the pain reverberate throughout his body. His heart was pumping faster than usual, he could hear it in his ears. He needed to get up, to fight and do the job that he was tasked with. He could hear Linda calling to him again, finally breaking through his despair and panic.

"John, come over here. You need to get into cover." her voice breaking through torrent of hate that was searing over his head. A reminder that in a matter of minutes he might be face first in his final resting place.

Linda was reaching for John, her Commander. She had known for the longest time that she had a strong attraction to him. He was an excellent leader, an amazing shot, and he was uncommonly lucky; but she found that there was this yearning inside of her to be with him. She needed him to be okay, to be safe and sound for her; her rock in the endless ocean of war.

The gap was closed between John, and Linda. John rested his head on her shoulder, waiting for his death and hers. His life began to flash rapidly before his eyes, he saw receiving day; when all the Spartan boys and girls were lined up for primary inspection. He remembered seeing her fiery red hair, and those green eyes looking right at him. His life was hard, no doubt about that; however Linda was there at every turn. She had been there for graduation, when Sam had been killed. She had always been there, waiting at his side.

"Linda, I..." he trailed off reaching his hand for her face, only contacting her helmet gently.

The soft humming of ghosts began to grow louder as they slowly encircled them. This is it, thought John and closed his eyes. Thinking of Linda, staring into her visor suddenly sparked within him the strength he needed. Mustering it all he stood, and hurled himself over the low wall that Linda and him had been using to support themselves. He launched himself into the fray, staring into the maw of the horde of raging aliens.

"John, no!" yelled out Linda in a pained voice, blood dribbling out of the corners of her mouth as she coughed.

He landed, and stood up; taking in the size of the force in front of him. He clicked the safety off on his rifle and began to lay down fire upon the encroaching enemy force. He was struck by a purple crystal in the knee, and another to his shoulder. He dropped to his knees once again and slaughtered an approaching group of grunts charging him, they thudded to the ground in a dead heap. His vision became blurry as another wave of needles nearly hit him, he didn't feel anything; the pain was gone. He reloaded his rifle just in time, as he dispatched two elites that rushed him.

A bright light blinded him, but only for a moment. He looked to the sky, as a squadron of Pelicans swooped in armed with rocket pods. They targeted the amassed force of covenant and opened fire; spilling destruction to the small patch of land that the enemy resided on. Reducing the ground to a smoldering crater, coated in soot from the explosives dropped upon it. John let out a sigh, followed by a cough which left the taste of copper in his mouth. He sat back on his haunches, knees on the dirt, and hands bracing themselves on his knees. He hung his head low, breathing deeply trying to steady his heart rate.

"John, John!" he heard someone screaming, footsteps thundering behind him; dirt crunching beneath boots unseen. A swirl of dirt encircled him as the wind picked up slightly, the scent of charred skin wafting through his air scrubbers.

He felt someone run over, and wrap their arms around him. He felt his helmet being removed, but was focused too much on his pain to notice it. A cool breeze swept across his sweat smattered face, playing with the trails of fresh blood flowing lazily down his face.

Linda had seen John, bravely and stupidly jump over the wall to confront the covenant assault. Hearing the sickening splatter of needles impacting him as they tore through the soft under layer of his armor. She had seen the Pelicans sweep in out of nowhere and lay waste to the snarling beasts in front of their position. Getting up and hobbling over to his side, Linda wrapped her arms around him the best she could, and breathed a sigh of relief. She depressurized his armor, and removed his helmet slowly; secretly enraptured upon casting her gaze upon his face once again, she missed seeing it.

Once she had gingerly lifted the helmet off his bowed head, she had to hold back a gasp. Once always knowing John for having scars, and bruises; but this however was different. She looked at him, seeing a small amount of blood lazily drip from his mouth into the dirt. He had a busted nose, and dried blood all over his chin; he had two gashes on his left cheek, and a massive black right eye. She leaned in, removing her helmet as well.

"I thought I was going to lose you," she whispered to herself, in an attempt to console herself. Resting her forehead against his, and sighing in discontent for his current condition.

"You won't, Linda. You never will" he replied flatly.

She leaned back and looked him in the face, a shocked expression across her lips. She hadn't known that it came out aloud, but unbeknownst to her; it was due to John's overly attuned ears. They both stood up; however it was shaky for both of them. For the first time, she felt the wind sweep across her face, flailing loose strands of her red hair in front of her eyes.

John was satisfied that he could once again see her face, that beautiful porcelain sculpture; framed by fire and studded with two shining emeralds. He looked over to see a Pelican landing slowly nearby, waiting for them. He felt Linda rest her weight on his shoulder as they began to amble towards the rear bay of the Pelican.

"John, I…I…" stammered Linda, choking back what she really wanted to say. Thinking it best to leave for another time, at least until they were both an one hundred percent capacity.

He just smiled, and nodded resting his head against her head. Letting his fantasies run rampant through his mind; only to have the figure of self doubt and pain drag him away from the bliss. The pain of his melted skin, and shattered rib cage had brought him into the throes of darkness once more. His vision blurring as they stepped upon the bay door.

"She doesn't love me," he spoke to himself silently, reassuring himself that the feelings were ludicrous, and unfounded. He needed to focus on his job, but what if they weren't? He tried to push it from his mind as they sat down in the two empty seats; her laying her head upon his armored pauldron.

"You're going to be okay sir." spoke the female medic that had attended the ODSTs on the ground before hand.

"Take care of her first" he commanded, nodding his head at Linda.

Linda had been leaning on him the entire time they were flown into Hayden, gently landing at the Forward Operating Base for the UNSC. She kept thinking to herself the entire ride, she loved him; and she wanted him to know badly, but there was just no easy way to say that to him. She hoped that he loved her just as much, but she just wished it wasn't all because of her high hopes, and her ever eluding dreams.


	2. Dreams

The room slowly faded into view, as a groggy Linda shot up in bed with a yelp. The hairs on the back of her neck were standing on end, and her bangs were plastered to her face with a thick coat of cold sweat. She looked around the room in minor panic, as she realized that when she fell asleep she wasn't in her room. She leaned forward, resting her head in her hands, and breathed out an exasperated sigh. The memories began to come rushing back to her; the ambush and the firefight, and finally John nearly getting himself killed saving their unit. She remembered hearing the sickening splats of the enemy shots impacting John, and his small cries of pain.

Her thoughts were interrupted when the sound of her door being unlocked pulled her attention. The door to her room hissed open and the faint amber light of the hallway illuminated her dank, dark room. In the door way stood a hulk of a man, there was this aura cast about him, due to the amber colored glow behind him. It was John, it was _her_ John.

John had been in a deep sleep, the deepest of his entire life. It wasn't often when he could sleep, and when he did the dreams were usually plagued by the constant invasion of Covenant. He was busy boarding a battle cruiser, and fighting his towards the bridge when he heard someone scream. He began to look around the softly light purple hallway for the source of the scream. It went away after a few seconds, then once again it came back; only this time he figured out who it was that was screaming aloud; Linda. He began to run down the hallway spraying, and cutting down the Brutes that were in his way. He arrived at a door at the end of the hallway, and keyed it open; with a hiss the dream ended. John shot straight up in his bed, and looked around for the clock; **0331 **it displayed. He breathed out, and stood up; he was in only his fatigue bottoms but decided to go check on Linda instead of searching for a shirt.

He walked out of his room, and down the hallway towards Linda's room; he could feel his heartbeat thumping against his chest. The very thought of being near Linda, even in combat had that effect upon him. He keyed the door lock, and opened it to see Linda sitting up in bed looking at him; he could see her faint smile.

"Hey, you okay?" he asked tenderly as he crossed her to room.

Linda smiled and shot up from bed and threw her arms around John. She rested her head upon his bare chest, and could feel his warmth and care seeping out of his pores. She looked up into his eyes and smiled at him, as she smiled she let out a soft sigh and rested her head on his chest once again.

"I am now," she whispered softly to herself, smiling sheepishly as she basked in his tender care.

John's ears easily picked up what she had whispered. He felt a smile tug at his lips, and could feel his heart fill with pride and hope. He wrapped his arms around her, and pulled her close to him; vowing that he would hold her till she felt safe once more. He rested his chin on the top of her head, and breathed in the scent of her conditioner. It wasn't regulation; she had without a doubt taken some out of a store front when they were in Hayden's shopping district. The scent was of velvet and lilacs; it reminded him of Reach. It took him back to that small cleared valley, where he had spent almost all of his free time; when he wasn't face first in the mud.

Linda leaned back a little, and looked at John clear in the face. She had to sate her need to see his face, the face of the man she had loved for the last twenty years. She saw him glance down to her eyes, and she locked them together in a gaze that couldn't be broken; even by a fuel rod shot from a hunter. Linda was a little bit surprised that, even though his face was covered in scars and bruises it didn't hide his soft features. His loving eyes looking at her, made her heart thud loudly against her chest.

"John, can uhm...can I ask you something?" she cooed quietly.

"Yeah, anything you want Linda. You know that." he responded as he brushed her hair away from her face.

John felt at home, almost as if this was where he belonged; in Linda's arms. He began to slowly rock back and forth as he softly hummed to her, still running his fingers through her hair. He could still feel her scent wafting through his nostrils, and filling his head. It was intoxicating. The slow realization of what was going on was starting to dawn on him. Could this be the moment he had been dreaming of? He took notice that the fire haired beauty in his arms had grown quiet.

"Linda, hey what did you want to ask me?" he questioned looking down at her.

He happened to see that Linda was softly breathing, finally asleep. She had fallen fast asleep in his strong arms, and didn't even seem to notice. John smiled to himself, as he gently laid her down on her bed; making sure that she was comfortably settled in bed. He looked down at her, and sighed beginning to leave her; when she rolled over on her side away from him. John looked at her for a moment, and let out another sigh; was this an invitation for him to join her in bed?

He slowly set himself down on the bed next to her, he pulled himself close to her and wrapped an arm over her midsection; softly tugging her into position. He breathed out, letting his warm breath wrap around her neck, and roll down her arms. He leaned in and laid a small kiss on the back of her neck, he let it linger there for a moment before pulling his lips off. Suddenly he was hit by the realization of what he had done. Guilt hit him like a low-orbit drop as he pulled his head back, and felt his face begin to burn with stupidity and embarrassment. He closed his eyes in an attempt to hide what he had just done, in case she woke up. He held his eyes shut for a few minutes, and breathed somewhat heavily; feeling the adrenaline coursing through his veins. He opened his eyes to see that Linda hadn't moved from her original spot, he sighed out of relief. He closed his, only this time allowing himself to be carried off into a deep sleep; knowing that Linda hadn't noticed what he had done.

Linda awoke with a start, letting her eyes get used to the darkness that filled her room. She was getting ready to get out of bed, when she noticed an arm draped over her. She froze, and felt a small pang of fear creeping through her. She slowly turned her head, and part of her body towards the person who was draped over her. She noticed the familiar scar that ran along the jaw line of the man, she breathed out a soft sigh of relief.

"John," she crooned, running her finger tips lightly over his bicep.

She could feel her heart flutter slightly as his reflexes caused his biceps to flex, and reveal the toned and sculpted stone under his skin. The warmth of his breath crept slowly over the crook of her neck, and onto her clavicle. She felt her skin begin to rise at the awkwardly sensual experience, but decided that she needed to wake John up before they both got into some real trouble; it was more for her own sake than his.

"John…Wake up," she said again, but still as softly.

John was on that Covenant ship again, running through the hallways being chased by a horde of Elite regulars. He stopped and dropped to his knee, spraying at their kneecaps with his MA5B rifle. Blood was spurting all over the hallway, and screams were shattering his ear drums. He walked over to a dying Elite and put a single shot through its skull. He laughed happily, knowing that he had stopped the enemy advance. He removed his helmet to inspect the dents that the aliens had put in it, when out of the corner of his eye he saw Linda. She was walking towards him, slowly and lightly swaying her hips as she walked. John went to meet her half way, but was thrust from his dream and brought back to the world of the living.

John opened his eyes to see Linda's emerald beauties staring at him, directly in his eyes. He saw that his arm was still stretched out over her lithe body, and saw her blush a little. He felt his heart jump into his throat, and wave of embarrassment wash over him.

"I…I…uh..I'm sorry," he stuttered out of fear, retracting his arm and falling backwards out of the bed.

Linda just smiled at him, and slowly slinked out of bed. She stood up and leaned her chest and arms back in a deep stretch causing her standard issue tank top to rise up her stomach. She had absent mindedly revealed to John her silky smooth, and flat stomach a small reveal to her toned, slender figure. She saw out of the corner of her eye that John did a once over, and looked back down at the bed.

"Why were you in my bed with me?" she asked concerned, but secretly relishing in the fact that finally she had been able to be with him such a way.

John just shrugged his shoulders a little, and coughed to clear his throat. She could see that he was uncomfortable, and felt somewhat sorry that she had put him on the spot like that; but she needed to know.

"Well after we arrived back at the base you seemed exhausted, but didn't want to go to sleep. So I helped you remove your armor, and put it away. Then I had to basically drag you to the mess hall so you could eat something; however you seemed awfully upset that I hadn't gone to medical yet. I went to get something for you to eat, and when I came back you were passed out. I…I took you with me to Medical, and while I was getting checked on, you got cleaned up and showered. I hefted you up and took you to your room, so that you could fall asleep on your bed. I left you here to sleep and went off to my own room to do the same. After sometime I was woken up by you screaming in your sleep and came rushing to you. I held you till you fell asleep and well, I joined you in bed so that you'd feel safer and wouldn't wake up screaming again," he spoke timidly, his eyes casted downward, not looking at her.

"And well now we're here talking about it," he said ending the tale, sitting back down on the bed with a huff.

Linda looked at him thoughtfully for a few seconds and smiled at him. She wanted to tell him that she loved him, she wanted him to be hers forever, or until to Covenant ended them both. She sighed and walked around the bed to him, and as he swung his feet out over the edge of the bed she sat down on his lap.

"Thank you for coming in here to see if I'm okay. I know you were probably really worried about me, and I can see it in your eyes. Is there anything you want to tell me?" she asked, sure of herself that she knew what the answer was going to be.

John just smiled and leaned his head forward, letting his forehead rest against hers. He breathed out shakily as he felt the adrenaline rising in his blood. He smiled and ran his hand over her back, and began to trace circles along her shoulder blades.

"Yeah, I guess there uhm is something I've been wanting to say" he said unsure of himself.

She leaned back a little to get a good look at his features; she was looking at his eyes, and nose. Then finally looked at his lips and felt her head begin to swim with desire. She leaned in a little bit more, and he did the same; only a few inches remaining. John held his breath as he and Linda embarked on a collision course; he wanted it so bad.

"Master Chief report to the Command Office , Master Chief report to the Command Office as soon as possible," announced a garbled electronic female voice, causing Linda to pull her head back.

John coughed and let Linda get off of his lap; he stood and looked at her one last time, then quickly leaving the room. He rushed down the hallway towards the Armory and Command Office. If it was that important this early in the morning then he might need to get suited up for a fight.

Linda threw herself back onto the bed, pouting and running her fingers through her hair. The anxiety was going to be the death of her, not some shit eating alien. She needed that man in her life, and she needed him now.

"I'm going to tell him tonight, I'm going to make him realize what I feel," she said to no one in particular, closing her eyes again drifting off to lands unknown once more.


	3. Security Breach

John rounded the corner into the armory and didn't see any of the engineers that usually were fawning over his MJOLNIR suit. He looked around the room for a few minutes until spotted a small pool of blood forming under a desk. John took a few steps back and reached behind him for the M6D that was lying peacefully upon an ammo crate. John clicked the safety off, and slowly side stepped around the desk; being sure not the make a sound. He slowly leaned his head out just enough to peek under the desk; but he pull his head back when he say the stomach churning glow of an energy sword light up in the corner.

John threw himself back onto the ground just in time to dodge the swing of the sword. He looked up to see a stealth elite de-cloak itself, and begin to thunderously stomp towards him. John hefted the pistol and squeezed the trigger once, twice, and then a third time; the shots came zooming out of the barrel at terminal velocity. The elite screamed in pain as the bullets pierced its armor and tore up the soft understructure of its body. It closed the gap and picked John up by his throat and tossed him through the open doorway, causing him to hit the adjacent wall hard. His vision doubled, and he felt his hip lock up; causing him to lose the ability to run away effectively. By now the red alert siren within the base was on full blast, the sounds of echoing firefights were ringing out all throughout the corridors.

The elite stormed out into the hallway, and looked left and right furiously searching for him. It finally spotted him and turned his body slowly, laughing aloud to itself. John went to aim the pistol, but found that he didn't have it in his hand; it was under the elite's foot.

"Oh, is this yours human?" it snarled, gesturing at the pistol.

It stepped hard on the pistol, crushing the muzzle beneath its heel. John stood up and charge at the elite, ducking under its swing and picking it up. He slammed the elite into the wall where he just seconds before had been thrown against. The elite dropped the sword's hilt, and screamed in pain again. It grabbed at John's throat and sliced his face up, and ripped his shirt. John could feel the pain searing through his head, and the pain of grappling with this beast was hurting his own muscles.

The elite pushed off the wall, slamming John through the now closed armory door. The metal bent, and warped until finally it gave way and split apart. John fell onto his back, and braced his foot against the elite's chest. He slowly lowered the elite and his leg to his chest; then with all of his might he kicked the elite out into the hallway. It fell back into the hallway and was getting ready to charge once more, but then an ear shattering explosion rocked the hallway and threw the elite down, and away from John.

He laid his head back to catch his breath, and check over himself. The doorway was shrouded in smoke, and dust; but a figure became visible through the dust.

"John, you in there?" called a voice.

"Yeah, get in here and cover me while I get suited up," he yelled back.

A small squad of ODST's came piling into the room and began to sweep left and right. A familiar ODST came walking up to John, and extended his hand.

"Master Chief, at the request of your woman we have come to save you," he said with a short laugh.

John felt a smile creep across his lips at hearing the ODST say "his woman," because not only was that funny to hear; but he knew it was Linda. He shook his head and stood up, wiping off the purple blood and grime; he felt his back tense up slightly.

"Where is she?" John asked in a low, raspy voice.

The squad leader and his men nodded at the hallway, but stopped John so that they could put his armor on him. The ODST unit, after much instruction had successfully gotten John suited up and powered on. He stretched his arms out and flexed his biceps and his back; causing a series of cracks to reverberate from his spinal joints.

He flicked his HUD on, and watched in awe as the new visor clearly spread the windows and counters out. He logged onto the vital counter and searched for Linda's, maybe she had her suit on; she did. He smiled at the fact they she could easily defend herself, now that her armor was on. With his armor up and running, it was time to get down to business. And ODST tossed a newer rifle to him, that John had never seen before.

"What is this? A prototype?" he asked unsure.

"Yeah, it is. The pencil dicks at ONI decided that they would finally invest money into a newer weapon system for us regular grunts. That right there is the new MA7C assault rifle; it comes fully equipped with scoped range finder, semi to automatic fire selector switch. It can also be modified to hold the two hundred round drum magazine. I figured you might as well have it, since we have more than enough at this base," said the squad commander with pride in his voice.

John hefted the rifle in his hands; it looked just like the original MA5B service rifle; except the ammo counter was now a small LED screen on the right side of the weapon, underneath the bolt catch. The rather large hump where the ammo counter usually was on the MA5B was now removed; and a rail system took up the vacant spot. Placed upon the rail was a scope similar to the battle rifle, which was favored among the grunts. He smiled as the ammo counter read _"64,"_ with the weapon loaded he took a step out of the armory and into the now blown out hallway.

"Is the Commander secure?" asked John with a hint of worry in his voice.

"Yes sir, the Commander is further underground with the rest of the ODST units. We've been sent here to procure you and the other Spartan. After which you two are tasked with reaching Hayden Boulevard and linking up with the forward observation point," spouted out the squad leader.

John nodded and headed down the hallway towards the secondary armory, he could hear screaming and gunshots coming from somewhere else in the building. He could feel the ground shake a little as the base took another hit, dirt and dust sprinkled lightly down from the ceiling.

_"Probably a wraith,"_though John to himself.

He saw two elites come flying out of a room, and slam into the wall with a splat. They slowly sank to the floor in pools of their own blood. He could hear the pump of a shotgun chambering a shell, as well as the gurgles of the elites taking their last breaths.

"Linda, come in. Linda where are you?" shouted John over the com channel.

"Right next to you John," she said back.

Without thinking John took her into a rather bulky embrace, he was glad that she hadn't been caught off guard like he had. He could feel a small tear well up in his eye, something that had never happened before; ever.

"We're leaving, I received our orders and it'll be a tough one. So if you have anything else you're going to grab, then go get it now," commanded John, once again returning to his Master Chief façade.

Linda nodded her head, and picked up her rifle; with her shotgun secured to her back she stepped out of the room and into the hallway. John followed her with his eyes, and began to jog through the base towards the front door. A plasma shot smashed into the wall, and melted away the concrete. Linda dropped low and pumped a quick shot into the grunt that had managed to weasel its way into the compound.

John grinned at the death she had administered; he felt jealousy overcome him that she was getting all of the action; while he stood back like a disgruntled boyfriend. Two more grunts, backed by a jackal rounded the corner with their weapons ready. John side stepped kicking a grunt hard in the face, knocking its methane breather off its face. He unsheathed his blade and drove it into the top of the second grunts head, with a twist he yanked it out. John turned to face the jackal who was cowering behind its shield, squawking at him. Linda took out her knife and threw it towards the exposed the side of jackal. The blade struck the bird in the ribcage, and pierced its heart; the squawking stopped almost immediately.

"Let's get out of here before more of them show up, I don't want to be around when a Hunter pair decides to back up the grunts," said Linda over the com channel; a little twinge of fear in her voice.

John nodded to her and motioned for the door. They took off running towards the door just as three more explosions rocked the building. Snaps, and crashes reverberated throughout the structure of the building; finally a groan of metal could be heard. The building had finally given out and began to collapse in on itself.

"RUN!" shouted John.

They were almost to the door when the lights went out, and a familiar blackness took ahold of them both.


	4. Spartan Down

The clouds hung low, dangerously low wrapping their tendrils of darkness around the war torn utopia that was Hayden. The streets were set ablaze as countless Marine platoon and ODST squads fell back away from the impending doom of the Covenant war machine. It was odd to think that just a day ago the ground fight was swinging in the UNSC's favor. Countless reports of troopers defeating an alien scouting or hunting party. There had been a few larger scale encounters in the fields overlooking the city to the north, the Scorpion tanks made quick work of the enemy Wraiths. Fred shifted his weight as he nervously searched his HUD for his commander's FOF tags, not finding them.

"Fred, I'm sure he's okay. You know John he always likes to be put into these positions, and besides Linda is down there too. You know she'd never let anything happen to him," spoke up a voice behind him.

Fred turned slowly, and nodded at Kelly for her reassurance, she replied by swiping a Spartan smile, he half heartedly returned it; casting a look around the Pelican. The cabin looked just as barren as the world below him, small puddles of dried blood, both human and alien splattered the floor grates, and soaked into the soles of their armored boots. Sand coated the walls and harnesses, and caked the faces of what few surviving Marines had pulled through their last mission. Fred had stepped up to lead the ragtag group of warriors to the evacuation beacon. The UNSC command staff had issued the order to pull everyone out of the city, and rally on the Super- Carrier _Arthedain_. FORCECOM had decided that Hakkan Prime was lost; no more men supposedly needed to die on this doomed planet. As they flew over a nearly leveled shopping mall that stretched high into the sky, his HUD went haywire as acknowledgement lights started flashing amber; distress.

"Kelly, are you reading that acknowledgement light?" he snapped quickly tapping his helmet to get her attention.

" Uh, yeah roger that, I see it; who's is it?" she replied.

"Not sure, I don't think we're close enough to get a clear reading, all this damned plasma burn off in the atmosphere is making it hard for the sensors to give me an accurate reading" he yelled back over the roar of the thrusters.

The pilot took that as a hint and banked hard to the right taking them low over some roof tops, the Pelican was an immediate target as green bolts of plasma lanced out and washed over the underbelly of the drop ship. The heat dissipated quickly as the pilot jerked back on the stick and forced the heavy ship to overcome tall sky rise. The few Marines and ODST's that Fred had located looked out of the open hatch to see a devastated Midtown district; which for centuries had stood as a testament to the craftsmanship of the Human race. Tall cobble buildings, masterfully pieced together to withstand the harsh storms of the region, lush palm trees used to line the streets and surround the large open air markets; now all that stood were blown out husks of covenant armaments and tanks; crumbled buildings and bodies pockmarked by various type of munitions.

Fred looked over his shoulder, to see that the destruction had taken it's toll upon the battered UNSC grunts, they hung their heads low between their knees, the motivation to keep themselves presentable and alert almost too much for them to handle at that current moment. One marine had let his rifle go and it loudly clanked onto the metal deck of the ship. Fred opened up a private com channel and glanced over at Kelly.

"Kelly, do you see these guys? I wonder if we should take them back to the supply point, and continue on our own. It'd make no sense to drag around practically dead weight," he stated solemnly and quizzically.

She flashed back her red acknowledgement light, and shook her head. Shifting her weight she stood up and strode to the cockpit. At that moment a heavy plasma bolt impacted the left thruster, and melted the stabilizer with it; the Pelican lurched to its right lost power. The Marines strapped themselves in, and ducked their heads preparing for a crash landing. Kelly reached out to grasp onto the bulkhead of the ship; her heavily armored fingers slipped off of the smooth metal. Fred reacted and gripped onto a wrung of the Cargo netting that sat above them, side stepping into Kelly's path. He intercepted her mass and the sheer weight of the two of them snapped the netting. Both of the entangled Spartans flew out of the cargo hatch, hurtling towards the earth; and not a second later the Pelican imploded into a fireball and impacted a small shop with thunderous force, sending glass and dust out in every direction. Kelly's head jolted forward, smashing into Fred's helmet hard, and sending him into a weightless darkness as they impacted the asphalt nearly ninety feet below them.

He had seen it from almost a kilometer away, the impact, the blaze and then the fall. He saw the FOF tags, and recognized them to be Spartan. John stood up, and looked over his shoulder at Linda, who was still unconscious from the compounds collapse hours before, it was now almost night and storm was incoming from the west. He stretched out his limbs and flexed his arms, stretching them out after sitting on over watch for almost five hours. He sauntered over to where he had lightly set the woman he loved, resting her head upon a dead marine's field pack, her dark red hair strewn all over it. John had removed her helmet, not completely knowing what had compelled him to do so, he just knew that it felt right. He removed his own battered helmet, and stared down at her pale, soft features as she silently slept numb to the horror of war that surrounded them everywhere. He was thankful that for the first time in almost twenty-four hours he could silently admire just how beautiful she was. The wind picked up and blew some loose strands of hair down over her face; much to his delight leaned in and swept them aside lightly, and that's when it happened. He didn't know what had overcome him at that moment, it was like another person took over entirely; he stared at her lips and then felt his head dip down. He inched closer and closer until finally he felt his lips barely make contact with hers. He pulled back quickly ashamed of what he had just attempted, he shook his head violently and scooted away from her.

After only a few moments of sulking he began checking his gear and tried to make it as serviceable as possible. His biggest concern was that nearly all the armor plating on his body had been in contact with too much plasma, and parts of the protective layer around his neck were worn thin and torn. Looking around John located a long cloth wrap and covered his neck with it, it came down his shoulders slightly, but it did the job. He heaved a heavy breath and looked back to see his green eyed beauty looking him dead in the eyes. He smiled at her and placed his helmet back upon his head; swiping a Spartan smile he stood up.

"Take your time and recover, be ready to move it twenty minutes. I'm going to scout out a crash site, I think Fred and Kelly have made landfall finally" he spoke in his most commanding voice.

Linda nodded slightly at him understanding, but then realized that the time of day had changed; and that they weren't underneath a massive pile of rubble. Her head hurt terribly, and when she reached up she couldn't feel the weight of her helmet; out of panic she hoped up and searched for it, only to see John outstretching his hand holding for her. She smiled and dawned it, her HUD sparking to life, and the open com channels flooding her ears with talk of heavy all around Old Town, her current location. By the time she looked up, John was gone. She sighed angrily and picked up a discarded assault rifle, and racking the slide she set off after him. But he was too quick for her hobbled state, pain shooting up her side. She took a break and leaned against a crumbling wall, steadying her breathing and doing a once over of her gear.

"Spartan-058, come in. This is Captain Hullmund of the UNSC Arthedain, you and the Master Chief need to reach the exfiltration point within the next twenty minutes or else we will be forced out of the system. God speed Spartan, Hullmund out."

Linda sighed, and set herself a timer upon her HUD; time to go find her friends.


	5. Gunfight

The air had grown still, thick with the scent of blood and plasma burn off. The sky hung low, a marrying of dark red, and a heated orange; tracers from distant fields of fire raced through the dark sky. John peered around the corner, seeing another winding street, much more condensed then all the rest. Stepping carefully he rounded the corner onto the war-torn asphalt, the already narrow street feeling even more enclosed by the loose opaque canvas that covered the ground level sidewalks, tears were easily visible; some jagged from the human bullets and others were singed by the dastardly plasma rifles favored by the Covenant.

Small circular fighting positions pock marked the street, but were now nothing more than congealed travesties of glass, and bent metal support struts that had long since buckled under the new found weight. The street on both sides were lined with shops and department stores of all kinds, small fires emitted from some; casting a haunting orange glow on the dusty road. The street lights flickered dimly, surging often enough; most likely from the heavy amount of static that the bigger Artillery guns the beasts favored let off. The ever present scent of burned flesh and charred body hair began to overpower the confined space, the proof of a defeat; a reminder of death.

John crept slowly down the street, training his eyes on the roof tops; Kig-Yar had a knack for showing up when you least expect it and they were always excellent marksmen. Continuing along the path towards the last location of his Spartan's FOF tags, they'd yet to reactivate which was worrying but he pushed his apprehension from his mind. He felt his heart jump at the onset of a gunfire, the eruption so sudden he hadn't been listening for it. The distinct thunder of an M41 shook the loose dirt from the canvas, raining it down upon him. The rattled came to an abrupt halt, the street becoming silent.

"Fuck, it's jammed. It's fucking jammed. Cover me!" shouted a distant voice, the distress overflowing with each word.

The cackle of laughter echoed from beyond the void, John knew that soon the Elites who had begun laughing would charge the now silent machine gun, wherever it was. The sounds of a handgun rang out, and then Plasma rifles joined in quickly drowning out the pistol. John picked up his speed, launching into a dead sprint down the street, leaping over the many discarded objects of a fleeing populace. The shouting was growing near, more distinct than before; the street rumbled with the report of a fragmentation grenade exploding wildly.

Rounding the corner into a small, but ruined alley was John now captivated by the tactical situation before him. A smoldering husk of a forgotten Pelican had taken residence within a small building, the tail section spilling out into the street; the cargo bay down wedged open. It was perfectly providing cover for three marines that had taken up residence behind it's charred remains. The swivel mount that was suspended above the cargo door was bent and contorted into an odd angle from the hard landing that the Pelican had endured; but it served a greater purpose to the three abandoned souls. They were returning inaccurate fire towards the encroaching Elite squad, white hot plasma bolts searing over their heads. The shields of the red armored beasts were easily deflecting the unfocused, wild shots.

John pushed harder and hurled himself over the Marines and crashed into the nearest elite tackling it to the ground with a loud thud. The sudden stoppage of momentum managed to completely empty his lungs. The elite roared in overwhelming anger loudly, piercing his internal speakers shaking his ear drums and ringing his ears. It began to flail it's arms, swinging wildly grasping for anything to help it gain leverage. John's sensors were going haywire, alert sirens droning in conjunction with his target. Flexing his arms, he began to squeeze tightly on the Elite. He began to feel the metal armor plating shift over the blue skin of his enemy, beginning to cut deep into its flesh spurting forth came its own purple blood splattering upon the dusty debris. He rolled onto his back, bringing the beast with him; now placing it over the top of him. He hiked up his hips and it allowed for more leverage as he constricted the elite in his death squeeze.

"Christ, help the Spartan! Open fire, cut them down." shouted one of the marines in a quickened voice; panic filled his tone.

The humans began to return fire with a renewed vigor, finally getting their shot groups together. The fire focused on one target at a time, easily breaking down the shields of their attackers. One marine charged forward, rolling into a kneeling posture, a craze filled expression plastered upon his grime covered face. His MA5B rattling as each bullet was expelled from its muzzle. One unlucky Elite that had nearly reached John fell to its knees, withering under the constant stream of armor-piercing bullets.

Finally having enough of the never-ending wrestling match John swiftly shifted his weight in an attempt to reach the handgun mag-locked to his right leg. The Elite felt the change in weight and took its opening, thrashing and clawing it sprawled away from him, rising fully to its dominate height, roaring some indiscernible battle cry.

Kicking himself backwards along the street, he released the pistol from his leg and brought it up to bare. Rapidly firing, he let off three rounds landing them in the rushing alien's shoulder. Knocking it onto its back, the pistol rounds in such a close proximity were like a shotgun blast. He stood and unceremoniously shot it to death; it let out one last breath, choking on its own blood before becoming devoid of life. Breathing heavily John dashed forth, scooping up a discarded plasma grenade, charged it and tossed it at the furthest Elite, sticking to its chest and sending its mangled body in every direction. Looking around he couldn't see anymore that were alive, satisfied he strode towards the small group of surviving marines. John stooped over and picked up his dropped pistol and re-locked it to his thigh.

"Master Chief! We didn't think you'd show up here. Did you hear our distress call? Well in any case sir, I'm Lance Corporal Germain" he spoke up out of breath, his hands still shaking from the adrenaline.

"No, I didn't. I saw two of Spartans fall out of their Pelican have you seen them, or atleast if they went down."

"Uhm, no sir. We've been here since we departed from the _Artemis. _We took heavy fire from an Anti-air wraith near the government buildings in the city center and the pilot had a hell of a time trying to keep us steady. In the end, well...you can see the results. In any case I already told you who I am, this is Private First Class Morgan, and that's Private Childress," he gestured from his left to right.

John studied the Marines up and down, noting that Morgan had one feature he had grown fond of, long unruly red hair. She shifted her weight from each foot and hefted her rifle nodding at him. Childress on the other hand was facing away from him, pulling security on the battlefield. John took a step towards Germain and clapped him on the shoulder, assuring him that he had done a good job.

"The FOB is completely leveled and the last command I had heard was that all remaining troops within Hayden were to rally underneath the _Arthedain_ for retrieval. Head back towards the FOB and link up with Spartan-058, and she will be sure to take you there. I need to continue my search." he spoke with a commanding, but assuring tone.

John looked up at the sky just in time to see a massive explosion as a Halcyon-class Cruiser split in two within the upper atmosphere, it began to fall towards the surface, the buildings rumbling in protest. When the frame of the ship exploded upon landfall over six miles away, a wall of dust and soot swept over the alley and the surrounding streets. John's view became hazy, visibility dropping by over sixty percent; the marines must of been having a hard time.

"Lance Corporal, I need to you follow my orders and make your way towards Spartan-058s location. There will be a bird on the way to retrieve her at some point. She can keep you guys supported and safe until you reach the friendly lines."

With that John took off down the street past the bloodied bodies of the elites they had slain. He heard footsteps coming up behind him, wheeling on his heels he picked up the assailant and pinned it to the wall. It was PFC Morgan, a look of horror in her eyes. John cocked an eye brow at this, why had she just separated from her unit willingly?

"Morgan what are you doing? Where's your squad leader?" John asked looking around for Germain.

"I couldn't find them, they just took off without me. So I followed the sounds of your footsteps. I figure you could use the back-up."

Shaking his head he released her, and shouldered his rifle scanning the next street. He could see an oblong crater that led through a larger apartment building, the bricks littered the ground in front of the crater, smoke lazily trailing upwards from the epicenter. John looked at Morgan and guided her into a position of cover, to provide him over-watch as he secured the crater. Scanning his eyes around the open face of the towering building, he noticed an amber acknowledgement light flash from one of the exposed floors.

"Chief is that you? Thought we'd never find you." cheered Kelly over the Spartan com channel. She waved her arm over her head, and flashed a Spartan smile at him. She leapt from her perch, landing hard in front of him; standing up but still shorter than John. She snapped a salute and chuckled lightly, punching him in the shoulder.

"Took you long enough to get to us, where's Linda? I thought she was with you."

"Yeah, about that. She sustained some minor injuries and I felt it best to leave her in cover, so she had a chance to patch herself up. I set off to find you once I saw you go down. What the hell happened anyways?"

She took a deep breath and sighed. "We were onboard a search Pelican, scouring the city for you. We rescued some Marines and assorted ODST's, but it was for nothing. A banshee flight had chased us down and shot the Pelican down. I was falling out of the cargo door, when Fred stepped in the way to try and grab me; and well I took us both out of the back door going like ninety mph." she ended with a hearty laugh.

John was getting ready to say something when a sniper rifle's report could be heard in the distance. He assumed it was Linda chasing him down, but Kelly ended that fantasy.

"That'd be Fred, you know him. The constantly paranoid type" she remarked.

"Let's get moving, we'll double back to Linda and then make it towards the Carrier. I have a feeling we'll be at this all night long." he said with a long breath and hefted his rifle signaling the time for their departure. He started the long walk towards the FOB with his two Spartans and a lost Marine.


End file.
